The Paſſionate LOVER: © 


R, 
The Damſels Grief Crowd with Comforts: 


To a pleaſant New Flay-houſe Tune, much in Requeſt. This may be Printed, K. p. 


— 


; Maid. 5 | 
8.115 and groans, and melancholly ridans, What cares he that never felt the lmart | * 
3 languich and anguiſh in dolekull Tones, Ok this my languiſhing Love-fick Heart; 
Foz him J loved dear J do complain, Dad pou a lente of what J do endure, 
Becauſe bis company Jean't refrain, Then pou in love would grant a ſpedy ture. 
Man. | | | 
Sſghs and groang you ſay voii are oppꝛeſt, *Tis pale Death that now muſt give me caſe, 
Won lay J am he whom vou loved beft, Fo? there is nothing elle my Heart can pleaſe, 
But if it be ſo, and pour heart be true, Then on my Tomb alas ! it ſhall be read, 
Then Þ wil bear a part as * ag vou. That here lies a loyal Lover dead. 
Maid. B Man, : 
Men are deteltkull, who can them believe? Thou haſt no taule my deareft to complain, 


Their flattering wozds, they Maids deteive Foz as Jam thy Love J will remain, 
With their Ruby Lips, and their tempting Eye, Do but believe me, thou ſhalt be my Bude, 
The terrifle po Maidens till they dye, £9 J value none in the Wold bee. 
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— * 


one but thee my Love Aadozw, 
Thy bleſſings deareft here J will reffoze , 
@»» up thy Tears, and take this tender kiſs, 


Veing in token of a true Loves blils. 


Maid. 

' 21as J cure that theſe thy wozds were true, 
Then might J bid my ſozrows quite adieu, 
Ver J have known Men ſay as much as this, 
And then have left their Lovers in diſtrelg. 


Foz when they have bꝛaught us to their bows, 
They then do p2ove dur final overthzow, 
True hearted Men J find there is but few, 
Nay, J may lay the very lame by you. 


None but J, you ſay you do ado2e, 
Have you not ſaid as muchas this bekoze, 
Uhen you declar*d that J ſhould be pour wife, 
And yet you left me _ bercav'dof Life. 

an, 
dal hen J left my love, it was to try 
Thy pure affections, and thy conſtancy. 
know when Cupid doth Mens hearts invade, 
Females hate oltentimes the Tyrants play'd. 


But Jfindmy Love is none of thoſe, 
Therefoze my heart to the J will viſcloſe; 

Thy Lopalty my pureſt Love hath won, 

*Tis none J pꝛi ze but the beneath the Sum. 


We'll never part while J remain alive. 
Then let thy doping Spirits now revive, | 
The very Mo untains ſhall as ſoon remove, 
As J kound difloyal to my Love, 


How when he had uttered forth his mind, 
There was no grief, but both ro love inclin'd, 
Where he embꝛac'd her in his tender arms, 
With many [iwect ſalutes and pleofng tharmg. 


Thus was tears ſtraight turned into v, 
There's nothing can their comkoztg annoy, 
Dy lolemn vows their hearts are linked fait, 
And live in love, as long as life Gall lad. 


Pzinted fo; P. Brooksby, J. Deacon, I. Blare, 
I. Back. 


